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PRELUDE. 

Underneath the dome of heaven rests the fane of mystic 

Song; 
Solemn with the adoration of a strange unnumbered throng ; 
Sometimes through the golden windows streams a mellowed, 

rosy lights 
Sotnetimes all the scene is silvered with the poesy of night ; 
Sometimes dim mysterious visions steal athwart the shadowy 

wall, 
Sometimes all things laugh in music to the love that quickens 

all; 
But the shiftings and the shadows and the daylight full and 

free 
Sing, beneath the dome of heaven, unto all eternity. 
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AN IDYL. 



I. 



Between a gulf of foamy sea, 
And forests, old as Nature's morn, 

There nestles on the midway lea 
The village where these twain were born. 

They never saw beyond the skies 
That rim with hills the distant bay ; 

They never knew more gold than lies 
Upon the forest's primrosed way : 
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And yet not all forsaken there j 

The paths of maidenhood they trod, 
For Nature knows her children fair, 

And Nature then was still a god. 

And both had beauty ; for the love 

Which rippled round the dainty shore, 
Or flashed in heaven's still seas above, 

Graced all that radiant region bore. 

The elder's mien was light and warm, 

And, gazing on her tender face, 
You felt the music of her form 

Thrill through your heart's most secret place- V 

But when you pierced the earthly veil 

That robed the younger's beauty round, 
And reached her spirit's altar-rail, 

You knew the spot was holy ground. 
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High in the temple of her soul 

The lamp of aspiration hung, 
Nor could half-fearful lips control 

The yearning prayers her passion sung. 

So dwelt they, where the roses red 
Ranged o'er the trellised cottage wall, 

In jealous bloom ; for Summer said 
The flowers within were best of all. 

But lo ! a suitor came to drink 
His fate at beauty's mystic stream, 

And whilst he loitered by the brink 
His life was ta'en to fill their dream. 

For thus it fell. One blushful e'en 
The younger stood beside the door, 

And he beheld her there unseen, 
As oft his heart had done before. 
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She plucked from where its comrades grew 

A crimson rose of faultless grace, 
And set its heavy, slumb'rous hue 

Against the blossom of her face. 

Then tenderly she marked its mien ; 

The sweet leaves clustered each on each, 
That bursting from the parent green 

Concealed its heart far out of reach. 

She kissed it softly, for her lips 

Were fain to greet a soul so fair, 
Ev'n as the morning dew that dips 

Between the leaves and dieth there. 

He stole like silence to her side ; 

She felt his presence near I wis ; 
He whispered — ah, the crimson tide 

Sweeps o'er her brows ! " What means a kiss ?" 
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The dark rose fell, the soft eyes drooped, 
The golden tresses touched his breast, 

To clasp the trembling flower he stooped, 
And learned the answer to his quest. 

Oh, sweet it is, with Love to stand, 

When words grown weak are sought no more, 
And watch together, hand in hand, 

The shifting sunset tinge the shore ! 

The harvest song that shakes the gold 
Of autumn when the noon is bright, 

The deeper hues that strew the wold 
For angel-harvesters of night ; 

The silent grove that keeps so well 

The sacred secrets buried there, 
Yet fain thro' every flower would tell 

That love is life and life is fair ; 



l6 LOVERS NIRVANA. 



The spell that lingers by the strand 
To steal the chimeless hours from day ; 

The grassy seaborn rocks that stand 
To shelter happy hearts at play ; — 

All these they knew : and every morn 
Awoke to speed their early kiss ; 

In every fond farewell was born 
The dream of reunited bliss. 
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II. 



But woe waylaid the new-pledged bride : 
The star of joy that gleamed on high 

Fell in the glory of its pride, 
And vanished through the trembling sky. 

For happiness may weave its shroud 
In sight of ev'n the promised land ; 

And storms may gather from a cloud 
No bigger than a maiden's hand ! 

Now, watching close her sister's ways, 

The loved one saw with wondering care, 

That troublous thoughts in dreamy maze 

Enthralled the other everywhere. 

C 
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Hard silence held the elder now, 
And stayed her bosom's wonted glow ; 

The snow upon her virgin brow 
Stole down and nipt the bloom below. 

And slowly in her gentle eyes 

The shifting lights of mirth grew still, 

And snatches of unconquered sighs 
Escaped her weary heart at will. 

As if the Summer's rosy face, 

Grown slumb'rous and composed to rest- 
Lo ! Autumn nestled in her place, 

With infant Winter clasped at breast. 

More strangely wan, more overcast, 
The elder waxed each fateful day, 

Till sickness grasped her hard and fast, 
And in a ling'ring swoon she lay. 



love's nirvana. 19 



Then ministering to need so dread, 
The lovers — startled, anguished, pale — 

At vigil o'er that piteous head, 
From lips unconscious heard her tale : — 

The tale of how love's yearning voice 
Spake in her secret soul as well, 

And how her deathless, unnamed choice 
Upon her sister's suitor fell ! 

And then she woke, and life stole back; 

And in the younger's heart it seemed 
As if some ghost had dogged her track, 

Whilst she and not her sister dreamed. 

So Sorrow stretched her silver cord 
More closely round the plighted twain ; 

Yet Love waxed aye a fairer lord, 
Though all his joyous hours were slain. 
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Strong in a secret yet unknown, 
The sufferer hid her hungering heart, 

Nor knew the subtle dart had flown, 
Nor dreamt how vain her every art. 

With wistful whispers, stifled sighs, 
And voiceless dreams unwilling born, 

They watch thro' night that never dies, 
And dawn of day that is not morn. 

No respite breaks the gathered gloom, 
No flickering hope flits by to cheer, 

No prayer can lift her sister's doom ; 
The feet of Death are very near. 

But 'mid the younger's depth of woe 
A trembling thought had risen to flame, 

Which only burst in fiercer glow 
When gusts of wild despairing came. 
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Not weirder doth the night-wind sigh 
Its shivering doom in dying ears, 

Than crept that mystic message nigh 
And charged the midnight of her fears. 

To flee the rosy haunts of love, 

And tear her mate from Eden's bowers : 
Were such: a fate not fixed above 

The summit of a maiden's powers ? 

To wrestle from reluctant Death, 

A boon so terrible to win ; 
To buy his prize with more than breath, 

Because a life is wrapped therein ; 

To rend a lover's long desire, 
And rob his days of every sun 

That lights the world with living fire — 
Shall all be dared ? shall all be done ? 
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Ah, God ! what melodies will haunt 
The endlessness of empty years ! 

What memory but will launch its taunt 
Upon a flood of hopeless tears ! 

Yet ever, to the pangs that chide, 
Her selfless soul makes answer so — 

" Nay, he shall press my sister's side, 
And, saving her, hide every throe ! * 

'Twas birth of morn : the lovers stood 
In leafy depths that screened the sky ; 

The gay dawn searched the wakening wood, 
And saw their tears, and passed them by. 

Only the solemn trees can say 

What pleadings from the loved one fell, 
Or those dear vows of hers that lay 

Betwixt his soul and passion's hell. 
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And long he whispered, straining hard 
The comfort from her martyr breast, 

But answering kisses only marred 
The sorrow-shaken lips they pressed. 

She did not wrestle with his heart, 
Or snatch his prayerful dreams from view, 

She knew 'twas love that bade them part — 
He dared not doubt, because she knew. 

For love's sweet sake he'd dreamed her bride 
Thro* timeless years on rapture's shore ; 

For love's sweet sake he left her side ; 
For bliss was much, but love was more. 

Again she clasped him ; then she drew 
Her beauty from him, turned away, 

And left him with his task to do. 
Her sister rallied from that day. 
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For lo ! he named the elder bride, 
And life for her sprang forth anew ; 

She seemed like rapture deified, 
So well she loved, so fair she grew ! 



But where the younger sister fled, 
Or what she sought, or what befell, 

Or when the violets wept her dead, 
No song in all the world shall tell ! 
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D 



Ube Bcbo, 



A REVERIE. 



When Sorrow first unbound my fancy's feet, 

And freed the fettered limbs she'd held so long. 
To wander forth where hope and memory meet, 

And all the world fulfils the laws of song, 
I found a garden in that land of dreams, 

Most strangely hid and marvellously fair, 
And not a flower that lulled the winding streams 

But knew love's spirit in th* embowering air. 
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The high hills rose around it straight and clear, 

Like mighty Altars vowed to solitude, 
And o'er their tops the snowy clouds would peer 

Between the edges of the embracing wood, 
On flowerful closes rich with mingled hues, 

And broad expanses waved with golden green, 
On leafy temples, such as shadows choose 

For sleepy dalliance with the winds of e'en. 



I wandered past beseeching groves and bowers, 

The loitering brook, the lawn's voluptuous rest, 
I wandered in between the clustering flowers, 

And stole but one white blossom for my breast ; 
I traced the wood-path to its utmost verge, 

Yet paused a moment by the waterfall, 
To breathe the freshness of its sparkling surge, 

And hear afar the hidden voices call. 
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Then forth I fared to where the purple hills 

Quivered in radiance through their noonday veil, 
And bore from heaven's still heights the laughing rills 

Down to the darkling stillness of the dale ; 
But here I started, and forgot my speed, 

For 'twixt a rift of steel-blue crags there came, 
Borne by the drowsy winds across the mead, 

The sad and dreamy murmur of my name. 



A soft and plaintive whisper — so it seemed — 

The distant call of some mysterious guest, 
Who dwelt beyond the sunlight where it streamed 

Athwart the mighty cavern's hollow breast ; 
Only an echo murmuring far away, 

And yet it held me fast with iron spell, 
While Nature marvelled what that voice might say 

To bind my soul with power so swift and fell. 
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And thus with solemn accents forth there crept 

Strange sorrowing measures stealing slow along, 
Yet none could tell in what weird place they slept, 

Or what had roused them to their slumb'rous song ; 
Or if those sad dim depths contained a soul 

Whose music ebbed thus mournfully away, 
Or if the random notes without control 

Mingled their lives in one unconscious lay. 



" Wilt thou forget, if songful dawn be breaking, 

The starry music of the long-loved night, 
And dream the golden clouds of heaven, awaking, 

Dispel for evermore the sad moon's light? — 
Here, in these sunny spaces where the treasure 

Of dawns unnumbered o'er the world is set, 
And all the careless moments sing for pleasure — 

Child of the foregone years ! wilt thou forget ? 



^^^^»^^"*^^"« 



THE ECHO. 31 



" Wilt thou forget what time the gloom drew nearer 

To catch thy love-born accents as they fell, 
And one deep sigh against thy heart was dearer 

Than words could whisper or embraces tell ; 
When from thy fierce lips pleading vows would falter, 

With dewy passion's trembling tear-drops wet, 
Of love that not eternity should alter — 

Child of mortality ! wilt thou forget ? 



" Wilt thou forget how long thy silent kisses 

Athwart the lips that loved thee ravished lay, 
The fair rejoicing hours that brought their blisses, 

As life rolled onwards day by summer's day ; 
The twin-born song that thrilled the quiet wand'rings 

The furtive glance that smiled where men were met, 
The eager heart that knew thine inmost pond'rings, 

The soul that thralled thee — all, wilt thou forget ? 
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" Wilt thou forget— Oh ! Shades of woe, forbid it ! 

The soft green space between the cypress trees, 
Where Death took hope with silent hands and hid it 

Deeper than all the depths that bear the seas, 
Where quick sobs rose, and love forsook her passion, 

To waste the weary days in vain regret — 
That sweet, cold brow that only death could fashion, 

Thy pale lips kissed it, and — wilt thou forget ? 



" Wilt thou forget, for ever, where the roses 

Waft thee their fragrance on the languid breeze, 
And no wan memory of the past discloses 

That quiet space between the cypress trees ? 
Awake ! arouse thee ! hearken, broken-hearted, 

That Vanished One is murmuring even yet, 
' O well-beloved ! O love of days departed ! 

How long, how long, my love, wilt thou forget ?' v 
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I turned about me in the land of dreams, 

And never more I heard the laughter call 
From sunny flowers or elfin-haunted streams ; 

The echo of my soul had silenced all. 
O gorgeous region ! none shall tell thy grace, 

Save the soft whisper of thine own sweet breeze- 
My soul is buried in the quiet space, 

Where Sorrow sings, amid the cypress trees. 
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XCbe Xsre of Song* 

A LEGEND. 

Far in the forest where its mighty heart 
Pulses with solitude, nor strength nor art 
Can cleave the brake or work one blossom wrong 
The hands of Heaven have hid the Lyre of Song. 

But when these tidings reached the haunts of men, 
And hope's wild echoes rang them forth again, 
Each thus made question in his eager breast : — 
'* Yet if a mortal bold beyond the rest 
Should dare the wilds and seize the Lyre of Song, 
To such an one shall evermore belong 
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All joys long-dreamed which poesy bestows 
Upon her chosen ; every wind that blows 
Shall bear his toilless strains beyond the sea, 
And king of minstrelsy his soul shall be.'* 
So many a wanderer sought the forest's way, 
But all their bones upon its borders lay. 



A score of sunny years had Ion known 

Since Spring first bore him — years whose strength had 

grown 
While this strange legend nourished every thought. 
So on a day when radiant summer wrought 
His dreams to frenzy, forth he fared alone ; 
Nor was there wanting many a matron's moan, 
And many a maiden's quivering speechlessness, 
That left but little of her heart to guess 
At his bold purpose. Still, the storied Lyre 
O'ershadowed all things save his one desire. 
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And Summer shook new blossoms from her breast 
Through all the vale, to cheer his early quest, 
And ofttimes startled by his swift advance 
The dainty spirit of some flower would glance 
Wondering upon him, ere it shrank from view 
Within its tent of quivering white or blue, 
And voiceful waters from some unseen stream 
Would thrill the wilds with song and song-born dream, 
Till youthful hopes, the while they soared on high, 
Forgot the shadows wombed in every sky, 
And only saw where every cloud was gone 
The fairer, lights that led them farther on ! 

Yet watchful woe forgot him not, but lay 

# 

Right well prepared to front him in the way ; 
And met him soon where crag and fern were wild, 
And twilight shrouded every heaven that smiled 
O'er his bold heart, and weariness pursued 
His lingering shadow, and the lack of food 
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Grew hard to stifle, and the hopeless slain 
Haunted his musings. So, the day would wane, 
And he rejoice her all-pervading heart 
Wooed him no more to play his vauntful part ; 
But grateful he would watch the noiseless night 
Filch the deep flood of gold and crimson light 
From eve's mute sky, and smile when slumber came 
To whisper softly Desolation's name. 

But of his thousand pangs I durst not sing, 
Lest one who knew their bitterness might bring 
His wrathful heart to curse the Lyre of Song 
For all the woes that to its name belong 
In that far land. But oft would memory press 
The matron's prayer, the maiden's speechlessness 
From his keen anguish ; while the grey dawn sang 
Between the topmost trees, or twilight rang 
With happy notes from all the swift- winged throng, 
That brave no toil to win the Lyre of Song. 
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Yet onward sped he through the leagues of night, 

And through dim weary day, his purpose bright, 

But his hope flickering, and his joy gone out ; 

Until at last he spied, in fateful doubt, 

A tangled grove of shade, and passed therein, 

If haply some poor pang of his might win 

A respite there. 'Twas verily a grove 

Of speechless beauty. Silent ages wove 

Its robe of purple shade and broidered green, 

And lent their souls to solemnise the scene. 

In form a bower that circling trees had lined 

With trellised walls of branches intertwined, 

Where heavy foliage bars the floods of day, 

And casts its own green light athwart the way, 

Where mosses rich, mosaiced with many a hue, 

And gay with flowery snows and bells of blue, 

Lie stretched beneath, and tree-tops bend and 

spread 
A heaven of heaving fretwork overhead : 
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A spot of leafy rapture, a retreat 
Where infant Zephyrs rest their listless feet, 
So soft its loneliness, so chaste its bliss — 
Why should he tremble in a realm like this ? 
Why should departed scenes return suffused 
With new strange mystery, while memory mused, 
Amid the shitting lights of reverie, 
On all that had been, all that might not be ? — 
Hark ! something whispers sudden in his ear — 
" All, all is won." He searches, faint with fear, 
Seeks out the mightiest tree of all the throng, 
And in its trunk he finds the Lyre of Song ! 

Now let the whole wide world be lost in dreams ! 

On him as from the opened heaven there streams 

The flush and inspiration of the dawn : 

The Lyre he grasps, and as he strikes thereon 

His brain is frantic with a rich delight 

Of golden chords and visions charmed to sight ; 
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And many an hour and many a day will die, 
Or ere his soul be palled with ecstasy ! 



But many an hour and many a day sped by, 
And then at length he stilled his heart to try 
His homeward path : so, forth he fared again, 
Laughing to think in how short space all men 
Would waft his strains beyond the farthest sea, 
And king of minstrelsy his soul should be. 



So swift upon his happy quest he hied, 

The village path was his by eventide. 

He paused : the setting sun had scarcely rolled 

His naked glory 'neath the western gold, 

But the hushed voices of the idler throng 

Came with the sweetness of a vesper song 

Athwart the twilight. Eagerly he sought 

Their very midst, and, wild with conquering thought, 
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Proclaimed his prize, and showed the Lyre of Song. 

Then broke wild laughter forth from all the throng, 

And envious Scorn edged all its words with fire, 

And sceptic Hate poured insult on the Lyre ; 

Till all with one accord made clamour thus : — 

" Nay, let the seeker prove his prize to us ! '* 

Then Ion glad at heart this challenge heard, 

And from the Lyre poured forth such strains as 

stirred 
The very leaves within the forests' deep ; 
And as he played the folded flowers asleep 
Half ope' d their fragrant cups as if to float 
On the fresh tide of music, and each note 
Pierced through the opened palace of the sky, 
And thrilled the angels' dreams. Then burst a cry : — 
"No more, no more ! he sings we wist not what ! 
Our mirth is mute, our melody forgot 
In this strange music ; lo, its plaintive wail 
Makes our souls weary and our fancies fail ! 
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Let him depart, uncrowned, to whence he came, 
And Song renounce the tribute of his name." 
And lo ! straightway, whilst still his strains prevailed, 
They cast him forth ; and all the sunset paled. 

Far at the forest's heart, the Lyre of Gold 

Mid leafy silence slumbers as of old ; 

For nevermore shall man pursue his way 

Where revelling beauty holds the realm in sway, 

But all around the twining branches rise, 

And in their midst a corpse unmouldered lies, 

Of him who silenced there his bliss and pain : 

Who lived, and dared, and found — and found in vain ! 




H DarmonB* 



a Ibarmons* 



" Death's self, and the Sea." 



There's never a star in the slumbering sky 
Where the lonely moon guards, stern and pale, 

But the breeze blows soft to bosom a sigh, 
Should the weary breast with its burden fail. 

Ah, fearful e'en as a dream of death 
Is the face of Night to the joyful one, 

But, " Peace, be still,'' unto Sorrow, she saith, 

As she treads in the wake of the glittering sun. 

G 



50 A HARMONY. 



Far over the meadows with hurrying feet 

A maiden sped through the night's lone ways, 
She passed by the path where mute lovers meet 

And the duskier dell where the rivulet strays ; 
She passed the wood with its myriad trees, 

That frown and fret at the day's decline, 
And murmur their wrath to a wandering breeze, 

Or silently loom in shadowy line : 




Till she came at length to the ocean's shore ; 

And, standing there on the sea-weed's bed, 
She gazed on the waters stretch'd out before, 

While the pitying heavens leant over her head. 
She gazed awhile where the shore-wave played, 

She looked far out where the sea-surf broke, 
And bitter thoughts in its heart were laid, 

But bitterer far were the words she spoke : — 
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" O cruel sea, with thy murmuring strand, 
And thy waters fair in their boisterous glee, 

Despair lies close in thy hidden hand, 
And thy beauty is false, O murderous sea ! 

" Ye treacherous waves, with your hearts of wrath, 
And your foamy mouths of pitiless doom, 

When ye follow like fiends on the good ship's path, 
And drag her down to your fathomless tomb ; 

" When ye desecrate grey helpless hairs, 

And steal young life from the stalwart frame, 

When ye rage and mock at a maiden's prayers, 
What lips shall utter your infamous name ! 

" Ay, rage your fill, but ye are not gods ! 

Rage on, but your power is not supreme ! 
They have scourged you sore with the tempest's rods, 

They have drugged you to sleep with a pale moon 
beam. 
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" They have drugged you to sleep, and I wander here 

To seek a spirit that still roves free ; 
You have stretched my Love on your infinite bier ; 

Ye slay not his soul, ye fiends of the sea ! " 



She ceased ; and over the seas there passed 

A silver tremor of dreamy fear, 
And her aspect changed, for she knew that at last 

The soul of her Love was hovering near. 
She saw him not, but that still, strange scene 

Gave birth to sights eyes durst not view ; 
She heard no sound, but sounds have been 

No mortal's ear hath hearkened to. 

And all around, Trom the craggy gloom, 
From the inky skies, from the silent wave, 

There came a spirit from Nature's womb, 

Brought forth once more from its mystic grave ; 
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A spirit soft and disconsolate, 

Like a wandered wind from the realms of bliss, 
A spirit seeking its beauteous mate 

To cheer her soul with its placid kiss. 



And a dim smile lit her face of love 

When she knew the power of her passioned call, 
Till the gloom grew thicker and closer above, 

And folded its welcome wings o'er all. 
And Nature, shamed at her eagerness, 

Withdrew her face from the silent pair, 
As they stood in the dark air's mute caress, 

And blended their souls in rapture there. 



And the glorious voice of eternal Song, 
Whose melodies give life to men, 

A short, sweet space to the busy throng, 
And an endless aeon once and again ; 



54 A HARMONY. 



The voice that sings of the soul of things 
In strains so sweet and words so bold, 

Grew faint at the hush of their sorrowings, 
And forgot their names, for their tale was told. 



a flDelo&s. 



I 



Sic itur ad astra. 

With a shiver like winds in the grasses 
I stole through the banqueting hall, 

For laughter had fled the gay glasses, 
And loneliness garmented all ; 

Yea, vanished was songster and story. 
Red revel and vine-crowned kiss, 

And the shadowy pillars in glory 

Frown'd down on the ruins of bliss. 

H 
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If the lights of my pitiless passion 

Burnt low for a languishing hour, 
If each rapture was wrought to the fashion 

Of a withered and desolate flower ; 
If the songs of love's revelry fainted 

To silence with tremulous breath, 
My soul might be verily painted 

E'en like to that palace of death. 



But ah, there were garlands of gladness, 

Unknown of the revellers' throng, 
Spread over the threshold of sadness, 

And fragrant with blossoms of song ! 
For close where the pale marble kisses 

The amorous archway above, 
I saw you, my goddess of blisses, 

An image of infinite love ! 
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You slumbered, for you were aweary 

With laughter of soulless delight, 
And the noon-time of revel is dreary 

To dream-laden daughters of night. 
You slept, and soft measures assembled 

Tenthral you with lullabies sweet, 
And Harmony kissing you trembled, 

And laid him to rest at your feet. 



I followed my soul to your side, love, 

And gazed for a lingering space 
Where the white, cruel eyelids abide, love, 

That banished your soul from your face. 
My arm nestled softly around you, 

My cheek caught the sigh of your breath — 
You, slumbering just as I found you, 

With th' insatiate stillness of death. 
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You sat on the step with your tresses 

Loosed down o'er the marvellous white. 
And your harp of pale gold with caresses 

Was smitten to voiceless delight ; 
Your banqueting robe, like a glory, 

Leant over your motionless form, 
And your breast was beneath like a story 

With passionate mysteries warm. 



Your harp on your bosom was leaning, 

I touched it with wandering hand, 
And it thrilled with an exquisite meaning, 

That broke as the waves on the strand. 
And lo, as the glorious numbers 

Through regions of mystery rang, 
And reach your far soul in its slumbers, 

You opened your lips, love, and sang ! 
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O Melody ! who shall discover 

Thy name 'midst the songs of the skies ? 
What yearnings of passionate lover 

Shall bid thy lost measures arise ? 
As soft as the evening of pleasure, 

As sweet as the death-note of pain, 
They are gone with their love-laden treasure, 

They are gone, and they come not again. 



But the sense of their infinite rapture 

Lives on through the shifting of years, 
And memory, powerless to capture, 

Still smiles at the thought through her tears ; 
And we, love, with souls interblended 

Shall conjure once more from the past 
Those strains, when our stories are ended, 

In the land of th' eternal, at last. 




Gbovbs. 

A LITTLE dell, just where the wood 

Forgets its grandeur steep — 
A little dell, like solitude, 
Asleep. 

A little brook that prattles by 

With soft, mysterious sound, 
Whose life in dreamy memory 
Is wound. 

A little soul where thoughts sublime 

Lie peacefully at rest, 
Nor vast eternity on time 
Hath pressed. 




CHORDS. 63 



Lo, in the stream he hears a voice 

That murmurs, oh, how near ! 
And whilst it speaks he hath no choice 
But hear. 

What though a mother's spirit fair 
To heights of heaven hath flown, 
Shall love take wings and leave him there 
Alone ? 

He slumbers night-long by the stream, 

A foolish child of five ; 
He will not wake from his strange dream 
- Alive ! 




H love* Song* 

i. 

O laughing Dawn, who risest 

Above the banks of night, 
The sternest and the wisest 

Are ravished with thy light ! 
But unto me thou bringest 

A dream of fairer bliss, 
Than any song thou singest, 

Or thy most treasured kiss. 



i 
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For love's own dawn streams o'er me 

Upon my happy way ; 
And whilst I gaze before me 

To greet the full-grown day, 
With flash of rosy fingers, 

And new-born tints of gold, 
She writes the song that lingers 

In all men's hearts of old ! 



II. 

Pve sung of every weather ; — 

Of springs when verses grow, 

Of autumn's golden tether 

That links in love together 

Summer and winter's snow. 

1 
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But now the summer presses 

Her sunshine from thine eyes, 
While autumn's gold, in tresses, 
Thy snow-spread brow caresses, 
And in thy smile spring lies. 

Ah, but one song remains, dear, 

That love alone will prize, 
For every season's strains, dear, 
Blend into glad refrains, dear, 
Of thee — my Paradise. 



A LOVE-SONG. 6 J 



III. 



I sang my song to the Daytime, 
All blithe and bright with dew, 

In the merry morning's playtime, 
And my song was merry too. 

I wrapped myself in slumbers 
'Neath an old oak's quiet shade ; 

The Daytime brought my numbers, 
As in my dreams we played. 

And every tone that quivered 
Within her clear, sweet throat, 

Seemed mine own strains delivered 
From some discordant note. 
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They'd gained the echo's sweetness, 
The sunbeam's daintiest glee, 

They'd stolen the songbird's fleetness, 
And thus they spake to me : — 

" O foolish, paltry poet, 

Who fain thy love would st wing, 
Be thou content to show it, 

And leave the world to sing ! " 



-mtm 



H Cbrtstmas Carol. 

Another Christmas, on the breast of time, 
With hallowed touch the noiseless ages lay, 

In fragrant memories of a far-off clime, 
To dream its flowery loveliness away. 

Yet, Christmas, would thy carol name thee best, 
Pure summer's blossom, winter's snow-set gem, 

Or that still star whose beams for ever rest, 
Love-like, o'er an eternal Bethlehem ? 

There's mirth half hidden in the keen frost's soul, 
There's friendship ringing from yon belfry's chime ; 

But there's a heaven more dear above the whole, 
Whose mystic gates unclose at Christmas time. 




TEbe t)pmn of tbe Hew !?ear* 



i. 



The New Year stands in the virgin light 

Of her temple of carven snow, 
Where never the rubied sun-shafts smite, 

Nor the passionate breeze may blow ; 
And her brows are bound with a crown of stars 

Like dreams of the days to come, 
Till life itself with the stillness jars, 

And ravished sense is dumb. 



HYMN OF THE NEW YEAR. 7 1 



II. 



The sleeping dead are awaked again 

To gaze on that wondrous face, 
The glorious spirits of unborn men 

Crowd round in this hallowed place. 
The dim, dim past in memory's sheen 

Stands close by the future's side, 
And the ghosts of things that have never been 

Steal in from the dark night-tide 
To worship here, 
O pale New Year ! 



miscellaneous. 

These random rhymes, that we call our own, 
Are but echoes faint of the dream-songs blown 
Athwart our lives, from the Great Unknown. 



K 



Sonnets: 3n Cologne Catbe&ral. 

i. 

Art, robed with Nature's grandeur, slumbers here, 
Where arch on pillar'd arch exhausts the sight, 
And vastness, beautiful with struggling light, 

Looms like a living shadow far and near ; 
For lo, on high, where crossing transepts rear 
Their mingled symmetry 'mid half-drawn night, 
Doth not some Presence like a great soul smite 

The pulses of the whispering atmosphere ? 

And wizard centuries, whose spells have spread 
Athwart these dreamful spaces peace profound 
As the still glory of a twilight sea, 
Snatched by thy prowess from the nameless dead, 
O giant of their toils ! have they not found 
An earth-born immortality in thee ? 



76 MISCELLANEOUS. 



II. 



" Yet look ! the vault," one whispers, u shapeless grows. 
And lowers, as tho' the mighty moulded scene 
Could smite with its fell shade, and heights serene 

Turn tremulous, and reel with sudden throes ! " 

Nay, seek the threshold till the transepts close 
To one sharp line, and where the shadows lean, 
As o'er some silvered avenue of e'en, 

Send forth thy soul to drink the deep repose. 

Yea, let it drink its fill, 'mid sculptured night, 
And stony coolness and o'erarching sleep, 
Till every voice within thee faint and die ; 
Then, voiceless, gaze, where far the chancel's light, 
Striking through mellow'd panes its pathway steep, 
Falls like still music from the unseen sky ! 



M1SCELLANE0 US, 7 J 



Sonnet to 2>eatb* 

Yes, I shall dread thee — coward to the core — 

In that last hour of unaverted doom, 
When reason staggers and the doubts of yore 

Laugh like familiar phantoms o'er the gloom ; 
When all the past, re-quickened in my brain, 

Grows piteous with an agonised farewell, 
And all the future of fond dreams lies slain, 

And very chaos mingles heaven and hell ; 
Nevertheless, ere yet that hour I see, 

Which years of sunless toil shall bear at length, 
In the full ken of what shall surely be, 

With all the fierceness of my manhood's strength, 
Clutching thy terrors, ere the tempest fall, 
I do defy thee, Tyrant, once for all ! 
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Sonnet: XTbe flftermatt). 

(For a Picture.) 

Mark how she holds him ! Whether he, long sought. 
Made music in her fancy, or his form 
Sank sudden thus, 'mid shriekings of the storm 

Athwart her startled breast, she knoweth not 

In this wild hour. Enough, that love hath wrought 
Her fierce arms round him, while the swift dreams swarm 
Along her path, and every vein grows warm 

At such strange beauty as the sea hath brought 

Yet, well-a-day ! when her mad speed abates, 
And love, with many a treasure to bestow, 

Seeks dusk and silence in some ocean den ; 
And she, close bending o'er her burden, waits 
His opening eyes and amorous arms, and lo, 

Truth wakes within her— God befriend her then ! 
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Hn 3&eaL 

Not 'mid the shadows of departed years 

That deepen fast, 
Where night looms dark, and all the stars are tears, 

I mourn the past ; 
But in the silence of a world of things 

That shall not be, 
I build thy tomb of heavy sorrowings, 

And mourn for thee. 

What though the artist's page and naught beside 

Gave life and grace ? 
What though the loving falsehood cannot hide 

Its heaven-born face ? 
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O deathless dream -maid, with thy human heart, 

Thou strange, sad bliss, 
Too human to be pedestal'd apart, 

Too fair to kiss ! 

Here but the yearnings of a great despair 

My soul may know, 
The bitter anguish of a bootless prayer 

That mocks my woe ; 
Nor wist I, as I place my garland fair 

Upon the stone, 
Or if it be thy heart which slumbers there, 

Or if mine own ! 



<?$$> 
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Stonewall 3acftsom 

(Died 9th May, 1863.) 
VM VICTISl 

This for thy portion — where red ravage trod 
A doom-fraught death amid the nameless slain ; 

And for thy story this — the arm of God 
Smote at thy bidding, yet thy work was vain ! 
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Xocb Xomonb* 

(From the Shore, near Tarbet.) 

FROM where the mountains' bases greet the wave 

With harsh, unflinching fronts, sweet feathery trees 
Climb up o'er cruel crags where torrents rave, 

And soft green spaces cradled from the breeze ; 
And higher still, where might alone is fair, 

Towering in strength, with huge unbending head, 
Ben Lomond makes his throne— a monarch there, 

Amidst the princes of a world of dread. 
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And far below the cool, grey waters lie, 

With silence on their melancholy face, 
And shadowy, musing look that shall not die, 

Though suns or storms may mar awhile its grace. 
Still rest they calm 'neath heaven's o'er-arching care, 

And, fringed with fairy phantasies, disclose 
The grim crags' secrets to the summer air, 

Like visions mingled with their deep repose. 



And thrice serener rifts of radiant white, 

All curved and fretted by celestial hands, 
Tinged underneath with grey, harmonious light, 

And spread in beauty o'er a thousand lands, 
Hang moveless 'neath the spell of noontide's birth 

Where slumbers soft the farthest stretch of sky, 
Like resting spirits, newly loosed from earth, 

Dazed at the confines of eternity. 



s 



84 MISCELLANEOUS, 

But evening smiles, and in a moment's time 

The peaks leap boldly forth in glorious guise, 
Sun shifts the world to his own golden clime, 

And rosy floods o'erflow the changing skies ; 
Then, through the gathering dark, a light serene 

Floats, like the harbinger of ceaseless calms ; 
Night falls in dusky grandeur, and the scene 

Grows solemn with a thousand voiceless psalms. 
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XCbe "Return. 

Long, dreamy, silent years ago 
Her daughter fled to nameless ways, 

Yet still her aged heart's aglow 
With hopes of reunited days. 

With eager, tottering steps she lays 
Two places at her evening cheer, 

As she has done unnumbered days — 
Despair's a guest familiar here. 

And, sitting in her lonely woe, 
She questions fifteen weary years 

Of life's unfathomable flow 
Adown an endless vale of tears. 
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The keen, red light streams through the pane, 

Out to the silver night afar, 
Seeking for homeward steps in vain 

Where only silent shadows are. 

She's thinking of the hamlet's sneer 

At fierce out-bravery of despair, 
The children's laugh when she is near, 

And all the mocking anguish there. 

The keen, red light steals through the pane, 

And shivers in the icy night ; — 
How terrible, with anguished strain, 

A face would look in that weird light ! 

She's thinking of one lonely star, 
And wondering if, in heavenly name, 

'Tis Faith or Hope that shines afar, 
Or are they both to heaven the same ? 
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What shadow, like the ghost of shame, 
Steals furtive o'er the cottage wall, 

And strikes the echo of a name 

From the mute soul that sees it fall ? 

A footstep glides behind her chair, 
A face — a poor, wan face of woe — 

Falls on her breast in voiceless prayer, 
And melts a life of winters' snow. 

Dread Time ! with neither grief nor sin, 
Canst thou drive by love's conquering day. 

Come where these two stand clasped : look in- 
Thy fifteen years are fled for aye ! 
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H Wewspaper TEragety?* 

Nay, listen. I loved in my summer of life 

A maid of the south, whose deep bosom was rife 

With the glorious madness that nursed her, a child, 

In passionate regions where love never smiled. 

My love stole the fury of hate, and my soul 

Swept forth like spent surges that swoon as they roll, 

Grew faint with her beauty, grew fierce with desire, 

Grew helpless, consumed by its infinite fire. 

And she — ah, the land of her birth far away 

Came nigh once again at the dawn of love's ray, 

And her heart leapt to mine as a fugitive thing 

That finds its lost comrades. Wild love did she bring, 

And fierce as my own. Ah, well for my sin, 

Had it lasted as long : she loved like her kin ! 
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I know not how first my disgrace was begun, 
I asked not who fingered her heart — it was done ; 
But night after night on my couch 'mid the gloom 
My anguish would curse me, my passion consume, 
As the shame that had martyred the fair hours of bliss 
Seemed to ring in my ears with a moan and a hiss. 

But at length, growing stronger, I nerved me to tear 
Every doubt from my secret, and front my despair. 
Stealing forth after twilight, ^tortured my pace 
To reach — too sure-guided — the fell trysting place. 
As the shadows flew past me, each mile that I sped 
Lashed the demon within me with scourges of dread ; 
The forest, fire-blighted, shot black through the sky, 
The rank, sullen river moaned hopelessly by ; 
The grass 'neath my footstep was heavy with sweat 
As the brow that I clasped as I strove to forget ; 
All around me I heard the dull breath of the night 
Mock my agony softly with savage delight, 

M 
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And the rays of the lonely, pale star that o'ershone 
Fell weird on my weapon and gloated thereon. 

And there stood my traitress ! there, out in the gloom, 
With beauty that sparkled like heaven — for whom ? 
" Though heaven itself should lie fast in her breast, 
My steel shall transfix it ! M God help me ! The rest 
Was a blow, fierce with vengeance, a wild shout of pain, 
A gasp, and a horror ! With tottering brain 
I clove through the darkness ; then, sank as I fled : — 
For she that was soul to my body was dead ! 

He ceased. For a moment his pitiful breath, 
Still shuddering, gasped its defiance to death ; 
Then mute, 'mid the shadows he fell in his place. 
Ah God, how the moon casts its curse on his face I 
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H IReasotu 

'Twas not that your coquetry drew him too near — 

God knows, I had pardoned that ten times, dear — 

But just in a moment, your soul grew clear 

Of its haze of beauty ; a whole wild year 

Could not hide, with its passion, your naked heart ! 

The drama is over : we loved — we part. 
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XTbe Storm*TWUn&, 

The craggy heaven in purple grandeur lowers 

Above the startled solitude of e'en, 
The whispering melodies of nature's bowers 

Shrink back affrighted, where the shadows lean. 
As Night, dethroned, beyond the thunder cowers 

With all the moaning Hours that own her queen. 
And, mad with revel of insatiate powers, 

The Storm-wind rages o'er the awe-struck scene- 

Who hath not laughed in some sweet secret place 
With the fierce Storm-wind in its thwartless glee. 

Laid his glad being on its wild embrace 
To breathe that spirit which alone is free, 

And lived a god, e'en for a short dread space, 
Sweeping the caverns of eternity? 
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H parting. 

A little while must thou and I, unmanned, 

Succumb to sorrow's stress and stubborn guile, 
And tremulously friendship's sturdy hand 

Dispels with lingering grasp the boasted smile : — 
Alas ! the dreams are fair in memory's land, 

Her shores are sweet with many a sacred isle ; 
With naked hearts at parting time we stand 

And weep together, for a little while. 

Yet courage calls : behold the bygone years, 
Their vanished load of golden hours restore thee ; 

Our parting cup shall drown the last fond tears, 
For yonder gleams a bright new world before thee ; 

What shadows canst thou find to harbour fears ? 
Home's by thy side, God's bluest skies are o'er thee ! 
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Sonnet: B face. 

(For a Picture.) 

Bend back thy head, love, till the angels view 

The face whose human beauty mocks their own, 

In utter silence, lest a random tone 
O'erwhelm the sinking sense with rapture new : — 
Keen-carven features, solemn lips that sue 

Insatiately at passion's mystic throne, 

And'neath the intense still eyes, like buds half blown, 
There sleeps on either cheek a roseate hue. 

About thy neck and o'er thy forehead stream 
Thy clustering tresses, black as shining death ; 

And wondering Love, in ravishment supreme, 

Hangs o'er the picture, faint with yearning breath, 

For all being perfect as the fondest dream, 
How shall he say which beauty conquereth ? 
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Epilogue. 

Oh for a moment's rapture on the sea 
Of infinite Song, a brief and glorious hour 
To drench our spirits with the surge's shower, 

And chase the crested waters as they flee ; — 

To lose the past in ecstasy, to be 

Strong as the sounding winds, and feel our power 
Tingle within us, as the blue waves tower 

To greet our cry, vanquished, yet ever free. 

We stand despairing on the weary shore, 
Frozen with yearning, and we hear the wave 

Mock us unceasing with its billowy roar, 
Chafe us to frenzy as its waters rave. 

Would we could plunge therein for evermore, 
And, where we cannot conquer, find a grave. 



*\ » 
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